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o 1 ireodoml's cause

I %:E Itzg}-lgvay er-Turkey is;

1 jovpto seo the base Bashaws - -
An’ Sultans mnde to-mind theirbiz;

T'was wal enough fwhen 'gin ¥he king
iz up our vollanidaddies, :

libbaty's & kind of thing - .-
B Goit agres with Faddles.

I du believe.thet peonle loves
Coercion Acts and rack-rents,

I want to see them suckin’-doves,
The landloxds, git thelr back rents;

Fer I hev Joved old England sence
Myeye-teeth cut their sockets,

An’ Johnny Bull I reverence,

Particlany his pockets.

I du believe it’s wise and good

He grasped the family butler's hand Wi (h a
joly laugh, and-gave it a 8hake that br ought

“blaze of the hall chandelier he stoodr ;evealed,

-| & big felfow, with eyes and-bair Ia™sen black,

and a bold bronze face. - . o
' What Villiam | - friend of my . ¢hildhood’s
days, ¢ none knew thee but to 1r,ye thee, mone
named thee but to praise’—not, 5 word of wel-

| come! Biricken dumb at &' sht of the prodi-

gal son! ‘I sayl where'r, the rest? The
haronet, you krow, and v,y gister and the new
wifeand kid ? In the ¢ jping.room ?” )
“In the dining-roo.m,” Mr. Hooperis but
just able to gasp, a8, with horror pictured on
his face he falls byck.

4 All right, th en, Don't fatigue your ven-
erable shanks preceding me. I know the
way. Bless you, William, bless you, and be
happy ¥

He Tiounces up the stairs, this lively young

To back up emigration;
We want white slavea for rmqln' food,
And buildin’ up our nation:
Wewant cheap labor everywhere,
‘We must hev Jower Wages,
An’ so we bless the Lord whene’er
‘An Irish famine rages.

I du belleve in special ways
O’ benefitin’ others,

An’he’s a lyin’ cuss Who says
Them Xrish is our brothers;

Onr glorious Anglo-Saxon blood!
Biles over atsich gabble;

I puess we're made @' finer mud
Thun apy Connaught rabble.

T du believe with all my sonl
In our great Press's freedom:
To pint the massesto the goal,
AD’ gent)y gull an' bleed’em ;
Palsled the arm thet forges yokes
Fersacred speculation,
And withered be the nose that pokes
Inter a corporation.

I du believe thet Property
Hezrights of all most holy,

An’ every man should bow the knee,
A’ do it homageBo'8lY ;

I du belleve thet sll o' me
Bears Mammon’s superseription.

Brains, consclence, heartan’ hoagnesly,
And things o' thet description.

T don't. belleve in clamorous mobs,
An' Communistic rantin’;
I du believe in rings an’ jobs,
An' most in learned Cantin’;
7" hig lays oneasy thoughts to rest,
While 1andlords ralse and bless me,
Patricians hail meas a guest,
And duchesses caress me,

I don’t belleve in change an’ storm.
An’ kickin' up a ruction;

I du belleve thet land reform
Means chaos and destruction ;

I dop’t belleve in any brand

~_ O'blarsted agitator ;

T think the nobles got the land

Strajght from the land’s Creator !

1 du believe the holdin’ slaves
Wilh black skins is iinproper,

An' s0'twas right them Southern knaves
Should git a fearful cropper;

‘We did not Joveso much the nigger,
Biuit hated bargd his owner.

An’ if the South bad grown much bigger,
North would have been agoner.

I du believeln rank an’ caste,
An’ England’s constitootion;

I almost Lhink George went t00 fast
With that-air revolutlon;

We can’t. do long withoutacourt
An’Galaxiespatrieian,

Agin themob to hold the fort
An'save us from perdition.

Solet us labor, brethren dear,
Tocombal low-born error,

An’strike exch soshul mutineer
An’ demagogue with terror ;

The herd were maade for us to thrash,
An’ take il all askindness,

Fer 1t 185till the meanest trash
That keeps men best in blindn 8.

An’ don't forglt thet Mamuon rules,
An' Humbug is his prophet ;

Thank Heaven fer a world o fools,
Au’ take your pickin's of it

Bo shelyou stray in pastures rich
'Mid rll the big bugs’ praises,

Arn’ Rebs. an' Reds, an' Rads, an sich,

hel goto tarnal blazes!

CHARLIE STUART

AND HIS SISTER.
BY MRS. MAY AGNES FLEMING,

CHAPTER 111.—CoNTINUED,

s And suppose, he is christened Victor Dobb
Catheron, whatthen? Itisan honest Lng-
lish name, of which none of my famiiy have
ever had reason to fecl ashamed. My hus-
band's mother may have beeu the daughter of
a marquis—my son’s mother is the daughter
of a tradesman—the name that has been good
enough for me will bo good enough for him,
1 have yet to learn there si any disgrace in
honest trade.

Miss Catheron smiled once more, a smile
“more stinging than words.

«No doubt. You have many things yet to
learn, I am quite sure. Victor, tell your wife
that however dulcet her voice may be, it
would sound swester if nof rafsed so very
high. Of course, it isto beexpected ; I make
every allowance, poor child, for the failings
of her—clasa. The dreseing bell is riuging,
dinner in an hour, until then-—an revoir.

Still with that most insolent smile she
bows low once more, and in her gold silk,
her Spanish laces, her diamonds and splen-
dor, Miss Catheron swept out of the room.

And thig was Ethel's welcome home,

Just two hours later, a young man came
walking briskly up the long avenue leading
to the great portico entrance of Catheron
Royals. The night was dark, except for the
chill white stars—here under the arching
oaks and elms not even the starlight shone.
But neither for fthe derkness or loneliness
cared this young man. With his hands in
his pockets he went along at a swinging pace,
whistling cheerily, You could make out no
more {n the darkness.

The great house loomed up betore him,
huge, black, grand, a row of lights ail along
the floor. The young man stopped his whis-
tling, and locked up with a smile not plea-
ant to see,

% Four years ago,” he #aid, between his
teeth, ¢ you flung me from your door llke a
dog, most noble baronet, and you swore to
lodge moe in Cheshalm jail if I ever presume
to come back., And I swore to pay you off if
I over had the chance. To-night the chance
has come, thanks to the girl that jilted me.
You'rea young man of uncommmonly high
gtomach, my baronet, proud as the deuce and
jealous as the devil. I'll give your pride and
your jealousy a chance to show themselves
{o night.”

He lifted the massive brass knocker, and
brought it down witk a clang that echoed
through the house. Then he began whistling
again, watching those lighted, lace-draped
windows.

“ And to think” he wag eaying Inwardly
“to think of our liitle Ethel being mistress
here. On my word it’s a liftin life for the
eoap—boiler's pretty danghter. I wonder what
they're all about up there now, and how Inex
takes it. " I should think there must have
bueen the dickens to pay when she heard it
first.”

The heavy door swung back, and a dignified
elderl_y gentleman in broadcloth and silk
Btockings, stood gazing at the intruder. The
young man steped {rom the outer darkness
into the lited vestibule, and the elderly gen.
tleman fell back with a cry:

« Master Juan |"

Migter Juan, Hooper, if you pleasc—Mister
Juan, William, my old cockalorum, my last

mav, and the next instant, hat in hand, stands
in. the large, handsome, brilliantly lit dining-
room. They are still lingering over the des-
gert, and with a simultaneous crv, and as if
by one impulse, the three start to their feet
and stand confounded. The young man
gtrikes a theatrical attitude.
« Scene—dining-room of the reprobate
, Don Giovanni’—tremulo music, lightsdown
—enter statue of virfuous Don Pedro. He
breaks into a rollicking laugh and changes
his tone for that of every day life. « Didn't
expect me, did you?” he says, addressing
everybody. «Joyfulsurprize, isn't it? Inez,
how do? Baronet, your humble servant.
Sotry to intrude, but I've been told my wife {s
here, and I've comeafter her,naturally. And
here she is, Ethel, my darling, who'd have
thought of seeing you at Catheron Royals, an
honored guest? Give ut a kiss my angel,
and say you're glad to Bee your ecapegrace
husband back.
He strides forward and has her in his arms
before any one can speak. He stooped his
black-bearded face to kiss her, just as witha
gasping sob, ber golden head falls on his
shoulder and she faints dead away. - -
e 3 AL il

ni* @y CHAPTER IV.3 mam~ hor
«1'LL, NOT DELIEVE BUT DESDEMONA'S HONEST.”.”

With a cry that is Jike nothing human, Sir
Victor Catheron leaps forward and tears his
fainting wife out of the grasp of the black-
bronzed, bearded, piratical-looking young
man.

«You villain!” he shouts, hoarse with
amaze and fary ; « Stand back, or by the liv-
ing Lord I’ll bave your life! You scoundrel,
how dare you lay hands on my wife I”

¢ Your wife! Yours! Come now, I like
that! It's against the law of this narrow-
minded country for a woman to have two hus-
bands. Youre a megistrate and ought to
know. Don't call names, aud do keep your
temper—violent language is unbecoming a
gentleman and 8 baronet. Inez, what does
he mwean by calling Ethel his wife 7"

n 8Sho is his wife,? Inez answers, her black
eyes glittering.

«Oh, but I'll be hanged if she is. She’s
mine—mine hard and fast, by jingo. There's
somo little misunderstanding here. Keep
your temper, laronet,and let us clear it up.
I married miss Ethel Dobb in Glasgow, on
the thirteenth of May, two years ago. Now,
Sir Victor Catberon, when did you marry
her.

Sir Victor made no answer; his face, as he
stood supporting his wife, was ghastly with
rage and fear. [Ethel lay like one dead;
Juan Catheron still eminently good-humored
and self-possessed, turned to bis sister:

« Look here, Inez, this is how it stands;
Miss Dobb was only fifteen when I met her
first. It was in Scotland. We fell in love
with each other; it was the suddenest case of
spooms you ever saw. We exchanged pic-
tures, we vowed vows, we did the ¢meet me
by moonlight slone’ business—yon know the
programme yourself. The time hag come to
part—Ethel to return to school, I to sail for
the China Sea—and the day we left Scotland
we went into church and were married.
There! I don’t deny we parted at the church
door, and have never met since, but she’s my
wife ; mine, baronet, by Jove! since the first
marrisge is the legal one. Come now! You
don't mean to say that you've been and mar-
ried another fellow’s wife. 'Pon my word,
vou koow T shouldn’t have believed it of
Ethel.”

«She isreviving,” Inez said.

She spoke quietly, but her eyes were shin-
ing like black stars. She knew her brother
for a liar of old, but what if this! were true?
what if her vengeance were here 80 soon!?
She held a glass of iced champagne to the
white lips,

«Drink!” she said authoritatively, and
Ethel mechanically drank, Then the blue
eyes opened, and she stood erect in Sir Vic.
tor's arms.

%« Oh, what is it!” she saild. ¢ What has
happened 7’

Ber eyes fell upon the dark intruder, and
with s cry of fear, a shudder of repulsion, her
hands flew up and covered her face.

« Don'tbe afraid my darling,” Sir Victor
Baid holding her close, and looking with flash-
ing defiant eyes at his enemy ; #this coward
has told a monstrous falsehood. Deny it, my
love. I ask no more, and my servants shall
kick him out.” ‘

# Oh, shall they 1" sald Mr. Catheron, «well,
we'll see. Now, Ethel, look here. I don’t
understand this business, you know. What
does Sir Victor mean by calling you his wife 7
It isn't possible you've gone and committed
bigamy—there must be a mistake, You are
my wife, and as such I claim you.”

« Ethel, you hear that,” Bir Victor cried in
a volce of agony ; for Heaven’s sake spoak!
the sight of this fellow—the sound of his
voice is driving me mad. Speak and deny
this horrible charge.”

#She can't,” said Juan Catheron )

“«Ican! I do!” exc.aimed Ethel, starting
up with flushing face and kindling eyes; it
is a monstrous lie. Victor ! O, Victor, send
him awayl Itisn’t true—1t isn’t, it isn’t it
dsn'el”

« Hold on, Sir Victor," Mr. Catheron inter-
posed, “let me ask this young lady a question
or two.  Ethel, do you remember May, two
years ago, in Scotland? Look at this picture,
iv’s yours, len’t it 7 Look at this ring on my
little finger ; you gavelt to me, didn’t you?
Think of the little Glasgow presbytery whers
we went through the coremony, and deny that
I'm your husband, if you can.”

But ber blood was up-—gentle, yielding, ti-
midshe had yet a spirit of her own, and her
ghare of British ¢ pluck,

She faced ber accuser like a small falr-
faced lioness, ber eyes flashing blue fire,

“Idodeny it! You wretch, how dare you
come here with such a lie?" She turned her
back upon him with a scorn under which
even ha winced. - # Victor{” she cried, lifung
her clasped hands to her husband, & hear me
and forgive me if you can., 1 have dome
wrong—wrong~—but l~I was afrald, and I
thought he was drowned. I wanted to tell
you all—I did, indeed, but papa and mamma
were afrald—afraid of loslng you, Victor, I
told you a falsehood about the photograph—
Lo, that wretch, did give it to me, and—" her
face droppad with a bitter ¢ob— he was my
lover then, years ago, in Scotland.”

‘Ah1" quoted Mr. Catherom, ®truth is

086 of summer, how goes it ?”

mighty and will prevaill Tell it Ethel ; the

tears' of torture 'to its 'owasrs eyes. “in tbe |

truth,-the whole truth, and nothing but the’
truth? -0 : .

u Bilence; sir 7" Lady Oatheron cried, “and
don’t dare call me Ethel,* I wasonly fifteen,
Victor—think of it & child of fifteen, spend-

And ho darad to make loveto me.
him' for the time—representing himself to me
as & sort of banished prince, a Lobleman in
disguise. He took my silly, girlish fancy for
the time. What did I of fifteen know of
love? The day I was to return home, we ox-
changed pictares and rings, and he took me
out for a last welk. He led me Into a Boli-
tary chapel, and made me join hands, and
pledge myselfto be his wife. There was not
s soul in the place but ourselves. .As we lefi
it we met papa. We shook hands and part-
ed, and until this hour I have never since et
eyes on his face. Victor, don't blame me too
much—tkink what & child I was—remember
I was afraid of him. The instant he was out
of my sight I disliked him. He wrote to me
—1I never answered his letters, except once,
and then it was to retarn his, and tell him to
trouble me no more. Thatisall. O Victor!
don’t look like that! I am sorrv—1 am soiry.
Forgive me or I shall die.”

He was ashen whits, but there was a dig-
sity about him that awed into silence even
the essy assurance of Juan Catheron. He
stooped and kissed the tear wet, passionate,
pleading face.

uT believe you,” he said ; ¢ your only fault
was in net telling me long ago, Dont oy,
and sit down.”

He placed her in a chair, walked over, and
confronted his cousin.

« Juan Catheron,” he said, # you are a slan-
derer and a scoundrel, a8 you always were.
Leave this house, and never, whilst I live,
get your foot across its threshold. Five years
ago vou committed a forgery of my name fsr
three thousand pounds. I turned youcut of
Catheron Royals and let you go. I hold that
forged check yet. Enter this houseagain, re-
peat your infamous lie, and you shall rot in
Chesholm jail! I spared you then for your
sister's salke—for the name you besr and dis-
grace—but come here again sand defame my
wife, and 1'll transport you though you were
my brother. Now go, and never come back.”

He walked to the door and flung it wide.
Juan Catheron stood and looked at bim, his
admirable good humor unruffled, something
like genuine admiration in his face.”

« By Jupiter!” he exclaimed, # who'd have

thoughtit! Such a milk-sopss he used to
bal Well, baronet, I don’t deny you got the
upper hand of me in that unpleasant little af-
fair of the forgery, and Yortland Island with
a chain on my leg and hard labour for twenty
years I don’t particularly crave. Of courss, if
Lithel won't come, she won't, but I say again
it's deuced shabby treatment. Because, bar-
onet, thig sort of a thing is a marriagein Scot-
land, say what you like. I suppose it is na-
tural she should prefer the owner of Catheron
Royals and twenty thovsand per anoum, toa
poor devil of asailor like me ; but all the
same, it's hard lines. Good-bye, Inez—be
sisterly, can’t you, and come and see a fellow.
I'm stopping at the ‘ Ring o’ Bells in Ches-
holm., @Good-bye Etbel thou hast learned
to love another, thou hast broken every vow,
but thou might shake hands for the sake of
old times, You won't—well, then, good-bye
withoat. The next time I maray I'll make
sure of my wife.”
He swagge:ed out of the room, giving Sir
Victor a friendly and forgiving nod, flung his
wide-awake on his black curls, clattered dowa
the stairs and out of the house.

4 By-by, William,” he said to the butler.
# I'm off again, you see, Most inhospitable
lot I ever saw—never 60 much as offered me
a glass of wine. Good night my daisy. Ch
river! a8 they say in French. Oh river!”
The door closed upon him. He looked
back at tho lighted windows and laughed.
«Pve given them a rare fright if notbing
else. She went off, stiff at sight of me; and
he—egad ! the little fair-faced baronet's
plucky after all—suchk a mollycoddle as he
used to be. Of course her being my wife's all
bosh, but the scare was good fun. And it
won't end hers—my word for it. He's as
jealous ag the Grand Turk. I hope Inex will
come to see me and give me Some money.
If she dossr’t, I must goand see her,that'sall.”
He wns gone—and for a moment silence
reigned. Lights bnrned, flowers bloomed,
crystal and silver shone, rare wines and rich
fruits glowed. But a skeleton sat at the
feast. Juan Catheron had done many evll
deeds in his lifetime, but never a more das-
tardly deed than to-night.

There was a flash of intolerable triumphia
the dark eyes of 1nez. She detested her bro-
ther, but she could bave kissed him now.
She had lost all, wealth, position, and the man
she loved—this girl with the tangled yellow
hair and pink and white face had taken all
from her, but even her path was not to be al-
together n path of roses.

Ashen pale and with eyes averted, Sir Vic-
tor walked back and resumed his seat at the
table. Ashen pale, trembling and frightened,
Ethel sat where he had placed her. And no
one spoke—what was there to be said?

It wasa fortunate thing that just at this
juncture baby should see fit to wake and sst
up a dlsmal cry, so shrill as to penetrate even
to the distant dinner-room. XLady Ca-
theron rose to her feet, uttered a hasty and
incoherent apology, and ran from the reom.

She did not return. Peace reigned, the in-
fant heir of the Catherons was scothed, but
his mamma went downstairs no more that
night. She lingered in the nursery for over
an howr. Somehow, by her baby’s side she
felt a sense of peace and safety. She dreaded
to meet her husband. What mmet he think
of her? She had stooped to concealment, to
falsehood—would he ever love her or trust
her again ?

She went at last to her room. On the
dressing-table wax lights burned, but the
bedroom was unlit. Sbe seated berself by
the window and looked out at the starlit sky,
at the darkly-waving treea of the park,
# And this is my welcome home,” she thought,
«to find in my husbwnd'’s house my rival and
enemy, whose first look, whose first words aré
ingults, She Is mistress here, not I. And
that fatal folly of my ohildhood come back.
That horrible maunl” Sbe shuddered as she
satalone. «Ah, why did I not tell, why did
mamma beg me to hideit from him? She
was g0 afraid he would have gone—8o afraid
her daughter would miss a baronet, and 1—I
was waak and a coward, No, it is all over—
he will never care for me, never trust me
agaln.”

He camo in a8 she aat thers, mournful and
alone. In the dusk ot the chamber, the lit-
tle half-hidden white figure caught his eye,
(tihekgolden hair glimmering through the

usk.

«Ethel,” he sald, #1s that window open?
Come away immediately—you will take cold
ia the draught.”

Ho spoke gently but very coldly, as he bad
newer spoken to Ler before, She turned to
him with a great sob,

« Oh, Victor, forgive me,” sho said.

He was silent fora moment. He loved her
with a great and passionmate love; to see her
weep was torture; to see her suffer, misery.
8he had never been dearer than {n this hour.
8till he stood aloof, torn by doubt, racked by

Jealousy,

ing my kolidays in Glasgow when I met him.-
It amused.

.4 Bthel?he-cried ouf, s why-ald you de--
celve mé? I thought-~I’could have sworn.
you were all truth’and idnocende, stdinless as.
a lily, white as an'angél.~"Andto think that.
another man—and . of all med Juan Cstheron.

No. I can't even think of it—it is enoughto-
‘drive me mad " -~ - o s

She fell down on her knees before him and
held up her clasped hands. .

o I was only a child, Victor. I knew no-
thing of him, nothing of love. 1 bave done
wrong, shamefully, einfully wrong, in con-
cealing the truth, but you were 80 exacting,.
so jealous, nnd I was so afraid of losing you.
I loved you so—I Joved youso. O, Victer,
forgive me or I shall die!"

He looked down at her, the hatred thatis
twin sister to love in his eyes.

# And I was a baronet. Bad that anything
to do with your fear of losing me; or was the
deception, the falsehood, caused wholly by
love

It was the first cruel thing he had ever said
to her, repented of as soon as said. Bhe
arose to her feet and turned away.

«1 have deserved it,” she answered. ¢IT
told you & falsehood once—why should you
believe me now? I have no more to say.
The woman who had ever known Juan Cs
theron could be no wife ot yours—tbat .was
your sentence—was I likely to confess after
hearing it? I hid the truth for fear of los-
ing you—attribute the motive’ to what you
please. I am yours to dispose ot as you see
fit. Send me away if you like. It will be
no more than I deserve.”

She stood with her back toward him look-
ing out into the night. He was standing also
gulte still, listening and watching ber. 8end
her away, She knew him well; knew that
it was utterly impossible he could let her go,
could live without her, as that she could
reach up and remove one of those shining
stars.

« Send you away,” he repeated ;  send you
away, Ethel! my love, my wifel”

She was in his arms, held to him in a
strained embrace. She trembled, she shrank
in his grasp. That fierce impetuosity of his
love frightened her at times.

«Then youdo forgive me?” she whispered,
«Oh, Victor, I am, 1 am sorry. Indeed, in-
deed, my darling, it was becanse I loved you
I dared mot teil, You forgive me, I know,
but let me hear you say it.”

<t Forgive you! Ethel, i8 there anything in
the world I would not forgive? I bhave heard
of men who went mad and died for women.
I laughed at them once—I1 can understand
itnow. I should die or go mad if I lost you.
1 forgive you, but—if you had only told me
before.”

There was a little sob, and her head lay on
his shoulder.

« T tried to once or twice—! did indeed, but
you know what a coward I am. And mamma
forbade my telling—that is the truth. She
said I haa been a little fool—that was all
over and done with—no need 10 bea great
fool, telling my own folly. Aund afler we
were married, and I saw you jealous of every
man I looked at—you kpow you wers, sir!—
I was more scared than ever. I thought
Joan Catheron was dead. I never wrote to
him., I had returned all hiz letters. I
thought I had destroyed his picture ; I never
knew that I had done so very wrong in know-
ing him at all, until that day in Russell
Square. But \ictor—husband—only forgive
me this once, and I'll never, never have a se-
cret from you again as long as I live.”

She waas little better than a child still—this
pretty youthful matron and mother. And
the sweet, pleading, the big blue eyes swim-
ming with tears, the quivering lips, the pa-
thetic voice, he did what you, sir, would have

done in his place--kissed and forgave her.

CHAPTER V,
IN THE TWILIGHT.

#No words can be strong encugh to repre-
hend your conduct, Victor. You have acted
disgracefully ; you are listening sir---dis-
gracefully, I say, to your cousin Inez. And
you are tbe first of your line who has blurred
the family escutcheon. Dukes’ daughters
bhave entered Catheron Royals as brides. It
wa? leit for you to wed a soap-boiler’s daugh-
ter!”

Thus spoke Lady Helena Powyss, of Powyss
Place, to her nephew, Sir Victor Catheron,
just one fortnight after that memerable night
of his wife and heir's coming home. The
young man stood listenlng in sullen anger,
the red blood mounting to his very temples.
His cousin Inez had mavaged during the past
two weeks to make his existence as thorough-
ly uncomfortable as a thoroughly jealous and
spiteful woman can. He had flown at last to
his aunt for comfort, and thia is how he got
it.

« Lady Helena,” he burat forth, «this is
too much! XNot even from you will I bear
it. A soap-boiler's daughter my wife may be
—it is the omnly charge that can be brought
againgt her. 1have married to please mysetf,
and it does please me enormously. Inez,
confound her, badgers me enough. I didn't

expect, Aunt Helena, to be badgered by you.’
>«I have no wish to badger you. I bring
no charge against your wife. I have seen her
but once, and personally like her excessively.
I belleve her to be as good as she is pretty.
But against your conduct I do and will pro-
test. You have cruelly, shamefully wronged
your cousln—hnmiliated her beyoud all tell-
ing. I can only wonder—yes, Victor, wonder
—that with her fiery nature she takes it as
quietly as she does.”

« Ag quietly as she does! Good Heavens !”
burst forth that ¢« badgered ” baronet. ¢ You
should live in the same house with her to
find out how quietly she takesit. Women
nnderstand how to torture—they should have
been grand inquisitors of a Spanish inquisi-
tion, if such a thing ever existed. 1 am
afraid to face her. Bhe stabs my wife in fifty
different ways fifty timesa day, and I—my
guilty consclence won't let me silence her.
Ethel has not known a happy hour since she
entered Catheron Royals, and all through her
infernal serpent tongue. Let her take care—
ifshe were ten times my cousin, even she may
go ona step too far.”

4 Does that mean, Victor, you will turn her
from Catheron Royals 7"

#1t means that if you like. Inezis my
cousin, Eithel is my wife. You are her friend,
Aunt, Helena; you will ba doing a friendly
actlon ifyou drop her a hint. I wizh yom
good morning.”

He took his hat and turned to go, his hand.
some blonde face sullen and set.

“Very well,” Lady Helena answered; ¢ I

‘conldn't_-really couldn't—call on the
-boiler's daughter. oy

-~ Bir-Victor Catheron had -sbocked nd scan.
dalized his, order as it had not béen"”shooked:
and scandalized for half a:cesitury.- A bank-
-er's-daughter;-azbreweér's’daughter,. they were
prepsred to accept—banking and-brewing are
genteel sort of thilfigs: Bata .soapboiler ?—
and: married In gocret l—and & baby born in
lodgings 7—and Miss Catheron jilted, in cold
blood 1—-Oh it was shameful l—shameful |
| No, they could not call upon the néw. Lady
Catheron—well,. at least until they saw whe-'
ther the Ludy Helena Powyss meant to take
herup. - - - : : . "
- Lady Helena was the only sister of the
young. baronet’s late mother, with no-child-
ren of her own, and very strongly attached to
both Sir Victor and Inez. His mother's dy-
ing desire had been that he should marry his
cougin. He had promised, and' Lady :Hel-
ena’s strongest hopes in life had been to see
that promise fulfilled. The news of his low
marrisge felll upon her like a thunderbolt.
She was the proudest of dowagers—when had
a Catheron madea messalliance before? No;
she could not forgive him-—could never re-
ceive his wife.

But when he came to her, pale, sad, appeal-
ing for’ pardon she relented. It wasa very
tender and womanly heart, despite its pride of
birth, that beat in Lady Helena’s bosom ; and
jolly Bquire Powyss who had seen the little
wife at the Royals, took sides with his ne-
phew,

& It's done, and can't be undone, my desr,”
the equire said, philosophically ; @ and {ts al-
ways wise to make the best of a bad bargain;
and ’pon my life, my love, its the sweetest
little face the sun ever shone umpon! Gad
I’d have done it myself, Forgive him, my
dear—boys will be boys—and go and see his
wife.

Lady Helena ylelded—Ilove for her boy was

stronger than pride or anger. She went;
and there came to one ot the dusk drawing-.
rooms of the Royals, a little white vision,
with fair, floating hair, and pathetic blue
eyes—a little creature, so like a child, that
the tender, motherly heart of the great lady
went out to her at once.
% You pretty little thing ! she said, taking
her in her arms and kissing her as though she
had been eight rather than eighteen. * You
are nothing Lut a baby yourself, and you have
got a baby they tell me. Take me to see
bim, my dear.”

They were friends from that hour. Ethel,
with grateful tears in her eyes, led her up to
the dainty berceaunette where the heir of Ca-
theron Royals slept; and as she kissed his
velvet cheek and looked pityingly from baby
to mother, the lagt remains of anger died out
of her beart. Lady Helena Powyss wonld
«tnke Lady Catheron up.”
© She's pretty, and gentle, and good, and 8
lady if ever I saw one,” she said to Inez Ca-
theron ; “and sbe doesn’t look too happy.
Don't be too hard on ker, my dear—it isn’t her
fault. Victor isto blame. No one feels that
more than I. But not that that blue.eyed
child—try to forgive her, Inez my love. A
little kindness will go a long way there,

Inez Catheron, sitting in the sunlit window
of her own luxurious room, turned her face
from the rosy sunset sky full upon her aunt.

« I know what I owe my cousin Victor and
his wife,” she answered steadily, *and one
day I shsll pay my debt.”

The large, lustrous Spanish eyes turned
once more to the crimson light in the west-
ern sky. Some of that lurid splendor lif her
dark, colerless face with a vivid glow. Lady
Helenn looked at her uneasily—there was a
depth bere she conld not fathom. Was Inez
« taking it quietly,” afterall?

wI_1 don't ask you to forgive him, my
dear,” she said, nervously—¢at least, just yet,
I don't think I could do it myself. And of
course you can’t be expected to feel verv kind-
1y to her who bas usurped your place. But
1 would let her alone if I were you, Victor
is master here, and his wife must be mistress,
and naturally he doesn’t like it. You might
go too far, and then—"

He might turn me out of Catheron Royals
—is that what you are trying to say, Aunt
Helena 1"

“ Well, my dear—"

# Victor was to see youyesterday. Did he
tell you this? No need to distress yourself
—Isee hedid. And sol am to be turned
from Catheron Royais for the soap-boilers
daughter, if I don’t stand aside and let her
reign. Itis well to be warned—I shall net
forgetit.” :
Lady Helena wasat s loss. What could
shesay! What could she do ? Something in
the set, intense face of the girl frightened her.
She rose hurriedly to go.

« Will you come to Powyss Place on Thurs-
day next?" she asked. #I hardly like to
press you, Inez, under the circumstances. For
poor Victor's sake 1 wan’t to make the best of
it. I give a dinner party, as you know ; in-
vite all our friends, and the present Lady Ca-
theron. There is no help for it. If I take her
up, all tke country will ; but if you had ra-
ther not appear, Inez—"

There was a sharp, quick, warning flash
from the black eyes.

# Why should I not appear ? Victor may
be acoward—I am not., Iwill go. Iwill
face our whole visiting liat, and defy them to
pity me. Take up the soap-boiler’s heiress
by all means, but, powerful as youare, I donbt
if even you will be able to keep her afloat.
Try the experiment—give the dinner party
—1I will be there.”

“It's & very fine thing for a tradesman’s
daughter to marry a rich baronet, no doubt,”
commented Lady Helena, as she was driven
home; “bat, Inez for my rival, I shouldn’t
care to risk it., I only hope, for my sake at
least, she will let the poor thing alome next
Thursday,”

The # poor thing ” indeed! IfSir Victor's
life had been badgered during the past furt-
night, his wife’s had been rendered nearly un-
endurable. Inmez knew go well how to stab,
and she never spared a throst. It was won-
derful, the bitterest, stinging things she could
say over and over again in her slow, legato
tones, She never spared. Her tongue was
a two-edged sword, and the biack deriding
oyes looked pitilessly on her victim's writhes

and quivers, And Ethel bore it. She loved
her hnsband—he feared his cousin—for his
seka ghe endured. Only once after some
trebly cromel stab, she had cried aloud 1n her
passionate pain:

# I can’t endure It, Victor—I cannot! She
will kill me, Take me back to London, to
Bussell square, anywhere away from your
dreadful cousin!”

will. You are to blame—not that poor fair.
haired child. 1 will speak to Inez; lt:nd, Vic.
tor, I will try to forgive yon for your mother's
szke, Though you broke her heartshe wonld
have forgiven you. I will try to do as -she
would have done—and 1 like the little thing,
You will not fall me on Thuraday next ? It"
I take up your wife all the neighborhood will
you may depend.” '

t Wao are not llkely to fall. The invitation
Is like your kindness, Aant Helena, Thanks
veg much ?* ;

is short-lived anger died away: he ga

his hand frankly to hs aunt,  Shi wace bi
wifds friend—the ounly one who had taken
the slightest notice of her since her arrival,

He had soothed her as best he might, and
rlding over to Powyss-place, had given his
aunt that warning.

« It will seem a horribly cruel and inhuman
thing to turn her from the home whore she
had reignod mistress so long,” he said to him-
self, uI will never be able to hold up my
head in the country after-—but she muat let
Ethel alone, By fair meana or foul she
must. '
The day of Helena Powyss' party came—a
terrible ordeal for Ethel. 8he had grown mis-
erably nervous under the life she had led for
the past two weeks—the ceaseless mockery of
Misa Catheron’s soft, scornful tones, the silent
contempt and derlsion of her hard black eyes.

What if she made somes abg
traving her plobeian  birth o "{,‘;gg;'. Be-
Tvhat if she mortiied her thin-skinned s,
all? TRy Tres. 1t hecessary to go of
1 WMy dear child,” her husband :
kbt ‘good humoredly, ‘Ttdsn't, worth o "L08
spalringfade. Justiput'on-cne of your de.
ty dinner dresses, & flowerinyour hay © 0
your pearls. \'Be’ your own simple, p ’m&nd
deat littlo sett, and thisra will not be g 3 2"
Auot Helena's able to shine you dowm,ady at
And’ when, an' hour after, she descendoq,
8 sweeping robe of sllvery-blue, whipg i
in her yellow hair, and pale pearls ¢, o
her slim throat, she looked fair ag 5 dr“ping
~ Iuez’s ‘black eyes flashed ‘angrily aﬁ"m‘
fell npon - her. -Soap-boilers daugh they
might.-be, with the blood of many D:J\,She
h:r_{ems, bulu n](: {'loung Peeress, born tq E“m
rple, ever loo
gnel(’l . 3 ed more graceful, morq Tow
For Migs Catheron herse] ;
bewildering in a dress of dea.cfi :E};?t;v 2?11: p
laces, and dashes “of crimson aboyt h’sm
usual, and rubies flashing here ang tt by
She swept oo to the carriage with heng hm.
ﬁaughlt!i!l:y erectt,hg contemptuons smije on }?g
8 e anythin "
mx; iﬁen. JLOINg on earth but g Jilted
Lady Helena's rooms wer
entered ; not one lnvitati:nﬁlh}:g v;)l:gn ﬂ:iey
clined. ~Society had mustereq ip fullnf o
to see Sir Victor Catheron’s low-born iy
to ses how Miss Catheron bore her hum‘?fe'
tion. How would the one bear thejr scm:im-
the other their pity? But Miss Cathery’
handsome, smiling, brilliant, come in amey,
them with eyes that said : ‘ Pity me if "
dare!” And upon Sir Victor's arm there )EEF
lowed the emall, graceful figure, the Sweeh.
falr fa&? of aix %irl wb;; did not look one gy
more than sixteen—by all o i
girl in the rooms. d 148 the prottis
Lady Helena—who, when she did th
of thing, did do it—took the little WIfeulfn?::
her wing at once. People by the score it
seemed-to the howildered Ethel, were prese’mt.
ed, and the stereotyped compliments of soci
oty were poured into her ear. Sir Victer wa.;
congratulated, sincerely by the men, withag
under-current of pity and mockery by the
‘women. Then they were all at dinner—thg
bride in the place of honor—running the
gauntlet of all those eyes on the alert for ay
solecism of good manners. v
. She went through it all, her cheeks flugh.
ing, her eyes kindling with excitement, grow.
ing preftier every moment. Her spirits rosg
~—she would let these people and Iney Ca
theron see she was their equal in a)] thingg
save birth. She talked, she laughed, she
took captive half the male hearts ; and ’when
the ladies at length eailed away by the dmw.
ing-room, Lady Helena stooped nud kisseq
her, almost with motherly pride.

1 My dear,” she whispered, # let me conpra.
tulate you. Nothing could’be & greater fﬁﬁ.
cess. All the men are in love with von—al]
the women jealous. A most excellent begip.
ning indeed I”

She laughed pleasantly, this kinily dow.
ager ; and passed on. It was an unspcakable
relief to her to see her nephew’s low-born wifs
face society so bravely and well. And better
still, Inez had not launched onesingle poison.
ed dart. But the evening was not ended at.
Inez's time was to come. Enter the gentls.
men presently, and flirtations are re
sumed, tete-a-totes in quiet cormers recom.
menced, couversation becomes genenl,
There is music. A cerfain Lord Verriker, i
youngest man present, and the greatest in for
clal status, monopolizes Lady Catheron. He
leads ber to the piano, and she sings. Sheis
on trial still, and does her best, and her bsst
is very good—a sweet Scotch ballad. There
is quite a murmur of applause as she rises,
and through it there breaks Miss Catheron's
soft, sarcastic laugh. The flush deepensin
Ethel's cheek—the laugh is at her perfor-
mance, she feels.

And now the hour ot Inez's vengesnce
comes. Young Captain Varden is leaping
over her chair; he is in love with Miss Ca~
theron, and hovers about her unceasiogly.
He talks a great deal, though not very bril-
liantly. He is telling her in an audible uo:
dertone how Jack Singleton of #Qurs™ has
lately made an object of himself before gods
and men, and irretrievably ruined himself for
life, by marrying the youngest Miss Potter, of
Potter's Park.

¢ Indeed I’ Miss Catheron, responds, with
her light laugh, and her low, clear voice per
factly ddstinct to all; #the youngest Miss
Potter, Ah, ves! I've heard of them. The
paternal Potter kept a shop in Chester, didn't
he-—a grocer, or something of that sort, and
having made money enough bekind the coun-
ter, has retired. And poor Lientenant Single
ton has married the youngest Miss Potter!
¢t Whom the gods wish to destroy they first
make mad.” A very charming girl no doubt, .
asswoet as the paternal treacle and as melt
ing as her father’s butter. 1t's anold custom
in some families—my own, for instapce—to
quarter the arms of the bride on tho family
shield. Now, what do you supposo the arm#
of the Potter family may be—-a white apron
and a pair of scales ?”

And then, all though the room, thereis a
horrible suppressed laugh. The blood ruskes
in a fiery tide to the face of Sir Victor, snd
Lady Helena outglows her crimson velvet
gown. Ethel, with the youthfal Lord Yerr—
iker still hovering around her, hag but one
wild instinct, that ot flight. Oh! to beaway
from these merciless people from that bitter
dagger-tongned Inez Catheron! She ook
wildly at her husband. Must she bear this?
But his back is to her—he Is wilfully blind
and deaf. The courage to take up the gaut*
tlet of his wife, to make a scene, o silence
his cousin, isa courage he does not posess.

Under the midnight stars Lady Helens’s
guests drive home. In the carrisge of Sit
Victor Oatheron thereis dead silence. Ethel,
shrinking trom her husband almost as much
a8 from his cousin, lies back in a corneh
paloand inute, Inez Catherons dauntless black
oyes look up at the whits, countless stars 88
she softly hums a tume. Sir Victor st
with his eyes shut, but he isnotaslesp. He I8
in a rage with himself, he hates his cousin,
beis afraid to look at his wife. One way of
other, he feels there must be an immediats
ond of this,

The first estrangement that has partedbim
aud Ethel has come.

He hardly knows her to-night—her cold
briet words, her averted face, her palpable,
shrinking a8 he approaches., She desplsed
him, and with reason—a man who hasnot t1
courage to protect his wife from fnsult.

‘gwers,

Next day Lady Catheron declines to appsl.
at elther breakfast or luncheon, and whes
fiee minutes before dinnor, Sir Victor sd

Miss Catheron meet in the dining-room, h®
is absent still. He rings the bell angrily and
demands where sheis. .

' «My lady has gone out,’ the footman ag-
_ i Bho went half an hour ago. Sho
had a book with her, and she went in the dir«
eotion of the lanrel walk.”

.# I will goin search of her,” 8ir Victor 8875
::kh}ghls hat ; ¢ let dinner wait until our re-

rn.”

Ethe!l has gone, bécause she cannot meeb

Tnez Catheron agaln—never again bresk

bread at the same board with her pitiless

for the resident gentry had decided that they

What should she wear? how should she act ?

enemy. She ciled herself quietly to sleep-



